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BURGLARY AT MILDEW COURT. 

Despite the many ingenious precautions taken to ensure the safety of Mildew Court, our historic residence was the other night the scene of a very daring 
burglary. It appears that Poor Papa, being somewhat troubled with thirst, proceeded downstairs for the purpose of refilling the water-jug, and disturbed the 
midnight marauders in the midst of their nefarious operations. My heroic parent at once grappled with the bigger ruffian, but, unarmed as he was, would have 
Jared badly but for Mamma’s timely arrival with the blunderbuss. The burglars ultimately escaped, but there is, I hear, little doubt as to their identity.” —Tootsts. 


TO SAVE HER CHILD. 


— 


“THE case of these diabolical criminals,” says the 
chronicler of crime of that period, “exhibits the dreadfal 
ures of a mother and father-in-law combining to pro- 
cure the commission of murder to save their son from 
justice ; and that son, the object of their solicitude, pro- 
curing the conviction of those by whose means he had been 
saved from an ignominious end, for the offence to which 
they had made themselves parties on his behalf, to relieve 
himself from the due reward of further crime committed 
by himself.” 
At Shrewsbury, August 2nd, 1828, Ann Harris, John Cox 
the elder), John Cox (the younger), Robert Cox and James 
ugh, were brought to the bar, when it appeared that in the 
neighbourhood of Market Drayton there existed “n dread- 
fully depraved set of people, and that a gang of about sixty 
strong confederated for general purposes of ieee 
One of these persons, by name Thomas Ellson, was taken 
up for stealing potatoes, and whilst in jail upon that charge 
an accusation of sheep stealing was brought against him. 
& The chief evidence upon which the latter charge, a capital 
— one, depended was that of a man named Harrison. The 
object of the friends of Ellson was to put this man out of 


A PERFECT CURE. 


(1) The physician sai i ne a 
“ : said to the patient, (2) Now, a bold, bad bandit infested the 3) The page, fearing rebuke, filled the bot- 
e thing to save you—my celebrated neighbourhood, and meeting the page 8 uc thes the first horse pond. “Ah!” cried the way. First they determined to poison him, and Ellson's 
with goa . page ere back 5 15 cried Be-_enatehed the bottle, the l . he Lage and found we 5 pe ued co ey some arsenic at a chemist's, but 
equi ; ” arge you rained it, gave it went home, squirmed ient well and hearty,“ You must really ey would not serve him. 
require a big dose. N and died. a f ayes me a testimonial.” Then Ann Harris, Ellson's mother, asked a female friend 
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to get her husband to buy an ounce. “What do you want it for?” 
I want it to poison that damned scoundrel, James Harri: on.“ 
| alt ho remonstrated, and Ann promised she would abandon 
the idea, 

Poison having failed, Ann Harris and old Cox subscribed fifty 
shillings apiece to hire Cox's two sons and a young man named 
Pugh to put Harrison to death. Harrison slept at the house of 
Pugh’'s father, and Pugh “’ticed Harrison out of the house to go 
and steal some bacon” At a spot previously agreed upon they 
met the two younger Coxes, Pugh seized Harrison by the throat, 
John Cox, the younger, took hold of his legs, and throwing him 
down they strangled him. Mcanwhile Robert Cow was digging 
the grave? 

The wretched man thus disposed of, everything remained quiet. 

was supposed that he had run away to avoid giving evidence on 
Ellison's trial, and the murder was only discovered by the means 
of Ellson himself. The night of his release from jail, old Cox and 
his sons told him of the crime, in return for which information he 
said to his mother, “Jf thee durant give me some moncy, I will 
Jetch the corpse and rear it up against thy door.” 

Shortly afterwards, on being taken up for theft, to save himself 
from punishment, he agreed with the police to tell all he knew. 
All the prisoners nud witnesses were closely related to Ellson, but 
he was “calm, decided and firm to a degree, which gave rise to 
unmingled disgust in everyone who heard him, for it will be 
remembered that the crime was committed to save hin—Pugh 
certainly committed the murder for hire ; and the Coxes, perhaps, 
might have had some interests of their own mixed up with his; 
but even as regarded these last, the first object had been Ellson‘s 
escape, and his mother undoubtedly had dyed her hands in blood 
solely to save her child. But although the universal sensation in 
court must have been that of loathing and disgust for the mer- 
cenary cold-bloodedness of the proceedings to which he had 
recourse, no serious doubt could be for a moment entertained that 
he was telling the truth ~ 

Pugh and John Cox, the younger, were hanged, Robert, for 
some vague reason, reprieved, and old Cox and Ellsou's mother 
transported for life. 

All the details considered, this was a frightful case, but what 
became of the informer is not stated. 


—— 


ANUTHER PRES STOPPER, 

Billium Wiggins an me iss Reform boise. 

You mai remmeminber 1 tole vou larst weak he broke both iss 
alms a reskuin a drownin clerggiman neer battsie park. 

I am now a kollectin subbscripshuns, Anythink direct too me 
at Shoo lain wil be acknoledge. au the sender's naim print in 
Nö INK. 

Ear iss a bigg charnst for a Haddervertisin gent just onn the 
jobbbb. 


TO CORRESPONDENTS. 


» Correspondents wishing their MSS, or Sketches to be returned, 
should inclose a stamped envelope large enough to contain the 
contributions submitted To not inclose loose stamps. 


Just at present, S. E. FELLOWES, We're unable quite to tell. 
Many thanks for lettsr, ROVER: @lad ta hear you're doing well, 
What a wild idea, Ferocious; It would never do at all. Yes,a 
quinea, ARTHUR ALLEN ; Sce the adverts. of the ball, Thanks for 
sketches, WILLIAM Esson, H. L. Crurt, and D. F. B. rry 
that we cannot use them: Space is very scarce, you sce. 
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Forwarded to any part of the World, Sarawak and Bechuanaland 
excepted, post Sree: 
3 Months, 10. 8d.; 6 Months, 26. 3d.; 12 Months, 6s. 6d. 
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NINE OLAIMS ALREADY PAID. 


£150 


Will be paid to the next-of-kin of any Man, Woman, Boy, or Girl 
(Railway Servants on duty excepted), who shall ha to mect 
with his or her death in a Railway Accident to the Train in 
which they are travelling, in any part of the United ere 
PROVIDED a copy of the current tssue of “ ALLY SLOPER's HALF- 
MoLiDay” be found upon the Deceased at the time of the Accident. 
“ALLY SLorEn's HALF-HOLIDAY” is published throughout the 
United. Kingdom every Wednesday morning at 9 o'clock, and the 
Insurance lasts one week from that time, expiring at 9 o'clock the 
following Wednesday morning, 


JUMBLES AND GINGERBREAD. 


— 
In the Strand, 


Brother Chadband. Ah, my dear sister, I fear you are on the 
downward path. Now, if you would only follow in my foot- 


stens 

Tottie Perksie. If you are going over to Short's, old man, I don't 
mind treading in them across the street, it will prevent my 
Trilby's getting muddy, *,° 


“WHat do you mean by chopping down that apple tree, you 
destructive young rascal?" demanded the angry parent. Please, 
dad, it was quite an axe-ident,” responded the modern George 
Washington, and the old man, who “did something for the comic 
papers,” took the youngster to his bosom and forgave him. 


* 
THE husband's look was sad to scan, 
As to his wife he whined, 
„might have been a better man, 
Had I the pledge but signed!“ 
His good wite grabs his walking-stick : 
To beat her lord she means. 
„Jof your might-hare-beena am sick; 
This night you SWALL-HAVE-BEANS |” 
* 
* 
Brown, Since Jones received his rise of salary, he has bought a 
riding horse. ; 9 
Smith. Ah, then that is why he has purchased a feather cushion 
for his office chair. 3 


Diner. 1 say, waiter, isn't this Gorgonzola rather—er, proud, eh? 
Waiter, Proud, sare?) What youtmean? | 
Diner. Well, high and mitey, then, if you like that better. 

* * 


Cannibal King. What do you call that capital soup you made 
out of the remains of the Irish Missionary? 
Royal Chef, The “broth of a bhoy,” your majesty. 
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FASHION FANCIES.—By Miss Sloper. 
No. 626.— The Record-Breaker ” Costume. 


A TRUE BRED 'UN. 
Jinks, mg pom could tell that’s a good watch-dog. 
Winkles. I don't see that. 

Jinks. Don't you! — well, just look at his hair spring. 


Bao 


The F. O. M. has been suffer- 
ing lately from insomnia, and 
has reluctantly „ 15 
engage a youn ly to play 
him to sleep. rs. S. is fran- 
tic, and talks in her dreams of 
Mr. Justice Jeune and other 
silly things. How unreason- 
able women are! 


( li gas 5 A senssin 
rimly surveyi ingy apeci 
Mens in pleats winds e 
a good laundress, does yer! Yus, 
yer about right, that’s jist what 
yer dove want ! 


THE NEW WOMAN AND NEW PHOTOGRAPHY. 
Fuir Medico, I have accepted Mr. Oofey, ma. 
Mamma, But 1 thought vou hated him. 
Fair Medien, So I do; but I took a snap at his lungs, and he 
can’t possibly live more than six months. 


EI 


| Saturday, April 25, 1806. 


J. Ealous, It is disgraceful! You threw that fellow a kiss, 

Ilia Fiancée. Indeed 1 didn't. 

J. Ealous, But I saw him receive it and smile. 

His Fiancée. My dear, it was an error. You know you . 
always telling me that women cannot throw straight, 


s 
“How was it, ALLY?” inquired Mac, reproachfully, as, 9/;.. 
paying his little fine, he “left the court with his friends,” , 
was it, ALLY, you didn’t comeand bail me out last 8 11 
vou out, my dear fellow,” said the Ancient, how could 1, I chou 
have wanted a steam pump! 


Horriſed Young Mother, Good heavens, Freddy, what are , 
doing with the baby ? c 

Freddy. Nothin’ much, Ma, 1 heard Grandpa say it vn. 
bouncing child, and I’ve only been trying to make it, bit 1), 
stupid little thing can’t bounce a bit. 


s 
“Wuy,” asked the office bore, as he filled a half-ounce pi; 
of the Editor's tobacco pouch, “why should the criminel ch 
make good hairdressers? Because, he continued, an the (lle 
wearily “ gave it up,” “ because, don’t you know, they're hurt 
‘em well acquainted with the New Cut.” And skilfully dei, 
the hurtling paste pot, he went out in search of a fresh victim. 


ut 


s 
Peter 1 How do you manage when you advertise a lun 
sole down here on the const, if—er—er—circumstances are ul. 
favourable? 

Auctioneer, Why, if the tide 1 to be out, we sell the hin 
for building pu ; but if it is in, then we dispose of it fl 
oyster and mussel beds. 1 
10.15 P.M. 

“Go quickly, dear, for the supper beer,” 

Quoth Bertie’s good wife Gertie, 

“For I'm sore athiret !" He says, Don't fear: 

I'll be back in seconds thirty!” 


12.20 A. M. 
I met a friend, with a bob to spend,“ 
Sighs 1 Bertie, 
“Who all thought dispersed of my darling’s thirst, 
Oh, won't my love be ‘shirty’?” 


Journalist (indignantly), 1 understand, sir, that you said Iw, 


liar. 
i The Other Frllow. Oh, dear, no! quite a mistake, I can assur 
you. I only said that i thought you were a reporter for un 


evening paper. „ 


Temperance Advocate, Look at our forefather Adam, my dea: 
brethren. He never drank away his senses—— 

The Minin the Crowd, That was because there weren't nobos 
there to treat him, guv'nor. „ 


“No,” said the desperate ruftian, as they led him from the dock. 
“it ain't so much the seven years I’ve got that riles me, it’s th: 
portraits they'll do of me in the ’apenny papers that wounds un 
self-respect.” And even the warders dropped a sympathising ter. 

os 


s 
Mistress. I really can't have that young man of yours coming into 
the kitchen, Jane. 9 . 
Slarcy. Very well, Mun, p'raps you won't mind me seein’ ‘ins 
hevins in the drorin’ room. 


— — 


BREAKING DOWN IN THE EXAM. 


Budding Classical Scholar. Lor’ 4 ey, Master, er yer goin (0 
% fit 


avea 


— — 


HIS VOCATION. 


Fond Father, If that boy of mine has any particular bent! 
can't find it out. 8 

Friend. What experiments have you made to discover it? 

Fond Father, Very thorough ones. I gave him a toy 17 1 
press, a steam engine, a box of paints, a chest of tools, and a lot 
other things, carefully selected to find out whether his tastes v.: 
literary, mechanical, artistic. commercial, or what, and I kuow | 
more than I did before. 

Friend. What did he do with them? 

Fond Father, Smashed them all up. ‘ 

Friend. Ah! I see. He is to be a railway porter—to kn 
about trunks, 


— — 


HIS READING OF THE SIGN. Bie 

A MAN who wore the garb of a tarmer, and had very ast 

tural, simple expression, paid his first visit to London and pet" 

in an obscure street at the East-end. Next day he sallied ou 
dine, and saw near his lodgings a sign in a restaurant— 


DINNERS FROM 12 to 2. 
‘TWO SHILLINGS. 


It was just then about mid-day, and in he went, ordered)" 
dinner, and managed to keep on munching until one o'clock. | 
laid down his knife and fork, went to the counter, and tent“ 
shilling to the proprietor. 

“What's this, my man? The dinner is two shillings.” 

Aye, your sign says from 12 to 2, and I’ve only been eatin , 
hour—of course, that’s half pay.” 11 

The proprietor could not convince the yokel of his misapbr, 18 
sion. Like most rurals, he had been warned that he woul! 
cheated in the metropolis, and he kept his pockets tightly butt’ 
up. The end of it was n passing policeman was summoned 95 
the matter was finally adjusted after many words had passed: 0” 
as he departed, the countryman said he'd “no doubt but the 
house keepers was in league with the perlice.” 


Saturday, April 25, 1896.) 
TOOTSIE AT THE WEST-END EMPIRE. 


——— 

THE proprietors of places of entertainment seem to have reasons 
of their own (only known to themselves, and — pene 

for fogging things up 
making them“ Coofooslem 
to the benighted outsider, 
For instance, we have had 
for a long while an enor- 
mously popular Empire in 
Leicester Square, but it was 
4 the other evening that 
Bob and J, hailing a hansom 
outside a popular restaurant 
in the E.C. district, were 
whirled further eastwards 

towards the Oriental Em 
in the Bow Road. Lord „ 
having overcome a few difti- 
culties with his eve-glass, 
necktie and back collar but- 
ton, explained that since he 
learnt French, “after the 
scole of Stratforde -atte- 


Hitchens = 
banely su 0 
* 


Slater benignly beams. 

Why must there be more 
than one Empire in one 
town? I have no doubt you 
will think it a joke, but 
when, at a suburban tele- 
graph office I once wanted 
to send a 3 to the 
Gaiety Theatre in the Strand, 
they le me pay an extra 
halfpenny to enable it to 
be safely forwarded to its proper address (two miles > ene 
of its being sent rambling round 3 the other in 
the far-off provinces, Well, it may sound like a joke, but it isn't. 

The Empire in the West is just now “all a-blowing and a-grow- 
ing.“ That unhappy old Mrs. Thingamygig — ( only 
knows what her sen — was, and it 220 an 3 
forgotten)—no longer, I suppose, wis arou! e . 
leave prevails, and a most excellent entertainment as usual is 
viven on the 
shige, 

The Cinéma- 
he is a 

2 never to 
he forgotten, 
and all the 
world should 
take to see it 
his wife, hisibe- 
trothed, his in- 
tended, and his 
next best, 
The night I 
was there 1 
hardly think 
suyone could 
have found 
fault with the 
programme, 
The eccentric 


se ur- 
e ever- 
Dundas 


Mn. WILL Bisuor. 


‘Tvrolean songs 
und dances are 


‘he Schwartz 
Lrothers are 


Mile. Taglioni : 
MLLE. M. IRMLER. 


Null. ZaNPnETTA. 


Cinquevalli is once more here, where he has so often 


are 
curious, ) 
well won the applause of his patrons, As to the ballets, of course 
they are as attractive as ever, and Mr. Will Bishop, Mlle. Zanfretta, 
und Mlle, Irmler, are tremendous favourites. There is something 
about an Empire ballet which has a certain cachet of its own. 

I know no place in London where you can enjoy a more pleasant 
evening than at the Empire in Leicester Square. Go and try. 


— — 


SLopER'S ANCESTORS, 
No. 9. 


men ve, WII HIP BOOTH LAWSON SLOPER. 
. 1258, DROWNED IN A BUTT OF BARLEY WATER, 1284. 


er the painting by Holbein con Poletto, in the Zoological 
Gardens, 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


THE CHEAPEST AND BEST MEDICINE BEFORE THE PUBLIC. 
Thousands of Testimonials from all parts of the World. 


SLOPER’S pus 


PRICE 9} PER BOX (50 PILLS). 


FULL DIRECTIONS ACCOMPANY BACH Box, 
A CERTAIN CURE FOR 
LIVER COMPLAINT, INDIGESTION, Erc. 


76 High Beveredgewell, Dunfermline, 


March 24th, 1896, 
GENTLEMEN -I enclose age stamps for four boxes 
of Sloper’s Pills, which T you will forward to my 
address, as we cannot get them here. I and my friends are 
highly delighted with their good qualitics, 
Yours truly, ANDREW MILLAR. 


fee 
IF YOUR CHEMIST DOES NOT KEEP THEM, SEND 
94d. IN STAMPS TO 


GURDEN & CO., 99 Shoe Lane, Fleet St., London, E. C., 


AND A BOX WILL BE SENT BY RETURN. 
TO 


REAL BOON T0 LADIES, 


* to those who wish to know ofa fan 
fe, certain, and speed v for all irre- 
gularities and obstructions, a remedy which 
under the most trying circumstances and in 
the most difficult and 
OBSTINATE_ CASES 
NEVER FAILS TO AFFORD 
RELIEF 


GENERALLY IN A FEW HOURS. 
No case hopeless, failure is simply impossible, 
ede Snow, of Denmark Hill, Camberwell, 


tes: 

“By adopting your treatment my anxiety 
and misery was over within twenty-four hours, 
although for over three months I had been 
daily taking pills and other things in vain. 
Half the quantity you sent proved effective, 
to my intense joy and surprise.” 

A sworn ntee is enclosed with all testi- 
monials and medicine, which is inex ve, 
as one bottle at 4s. 6d. (by post, 4s, 9d.) is us- 
ne LADIES 

‘ull particulars wi g iv forwa to 2 
any lady on receipt of addreased envelope. 


SagccdccecocooGeGeGeGG 


AN HONEST MEDICINE. 


Are nenne. The most effectual on earth. Nothing can resist them. 


„d., 1/14, 2/9, 4/6. Sent free from observation by 
Dr. DAVIS, 309 PORTOBELLO ROAD, LONDON, W. 
Or order of any chemist. 
Dr. Davis's little book for MARRIED WOMEN seut free on receipt 
ot a stamped addressed envelope. 


THE HOTEL OF DEATH. 


(THE DEscRIPTION or A MODERN Parisian Honnon.) 
—— 


THE London daily papers have lately been recording u series 
of attacks in force upon n certain Paris café. It seems that the 
students of the gay city took umbrage at the rites and ceremonies 
performed at the Cabaret du Neant, in the Montmartre quarter, 
and went down in regi- 
ments to wreck the build- 
ing. Up to now they 
have been unsuccessful 
in their designs, 3 
they have forced the 
proprietor to engage an 
extra staff of strong men 
to assist him in repelling 
invaders, Cabaret du 
Neant, or Hotel of 
Nothingness, is only one 
of the many names under 
which the lace 
flourishes. It is famili- 
arly known as the Hotel 
1 4 1 ot All 

ings, and the Corpse 
Café. It will be inferred 
that there is something 
e in the insti- 
tution, and the inference 
is correct. As an ex- 
ample of depravity and 
degradation, it is er 
ably unequalled in 
modern times, and an 
account of what the 
students object to may be of interest to English readers. 

In the first place, the Cabaret is one of those foreign sights 
which cost one nothing to enter, but a great deal before one 
emerges. It is within a stone's throw of the celebrated Moulin 
Rouge and the equally notorious Chat Noir, on the direct road to 
that Montmartre district which shelters so many of the Parisian 
criminal classes. 

It is a plain, black-looking building outside boosie one green 
electric light, ghastly and prophetic. At the narrow doorway 
stands a man in black, something like a funeral mute. He ushers 
the visitor into the first room. 

Here the chandeliers and gas-brackets are formed of bones 
presumably human, for the candles are stuck upon the ends o 
skeleton fingers. The tables, at which sit the drinkers, are coffins 
duly polished and studded with brass-hended nails. Around the 
walls are illuminated pictures i such scenes as the 
Jardin de Paris, with its crowd of dancers; the casino at Monte 
Carlo; the Ladies’ Mile in Hyde Park; and a lynching party in 
South America. At a word from a master of ceremonies these 
pictures fade away, and are consecutively represented by skeleton 
— dancing the same gay dances or accomplishing the same 
sentence of track law. It is simply a moral illustration of the 
“End of All Things.” 

But peo to this, we, on our entrance, were sounded in 
medical fashion by the II. C., who told us we should die within a 
week, and that we should make excellent corpses. Then we were 
supplied with lager beer at so much per glass, and regaled with a 
dissertation upon the composition of the beer, which would have 
turned the stomachs of most people who understood the language. 
And the beer was served upon the coffins. There is a rumour that 


131 


it is frequently supplied in skulls, but we 
eufering that fut = „but were fortunate in not 
en the delights of this black chamber had been suffieie 
indul in, we were escorted through a passage, e 
rinning skeletons and odd bones, and built like a charnel house, 
nto another room where, ut an American organ, sat a verger. like 
old man in a black cassock, playing some dreary funeral march. 
agg we had to partake of more lager beer, one franc per 


A kind of miniature stage was erected ina co 
0 5 rner of the room, 
— on it stood an upright coffin ; aman got into the coftin, and, 
fore one's eyes, gradually faded away into nothingness, 


1 As he 
faded, ao appeared outlines, vague at first, but gradually developing 
themselves into a skeleton of the individual who had disappeared 


= hin 
en there was an invitation for a visitor to step into the cofti 
and be transformed into bones. We voluntected, and of 5 
decayed in the presence of our friends. Our idea in doing so was 
to discover the process of vanishing, and the conclusion we came 
to, after our gruesome experience, was that the whole affair was a 
mere variation of the well-known Pepper's ghost trick. 

In another corner of the same room we were inv.ted to look 


Fondlod and kissed her. 


through a glass let into the wall. On so doing, one's face is 
reflected in a mirror draped around with n shroud, so that one has 
the delectable privilege of viewing one's-self as a corpse. Truly u 
most excellent diversion. 

Ina third room (more Bock beer at a franc), the entertainmeat 
was rather varied. A lady invited upon the stage had, as visitors 
(per Pepper's ghost reflectors), three sheeted, grinning skeletons, 
who fondled und kissed her, claiming her as their own. This 
highiy amused the audience, but the poor lady herself had no idea 
of the character of the performance. 

A gentleman was next induced to step upon the platform,and he 
was visited by a comelv young ladv. to Ha 9 seductive- 
ness and evident affection he was naturally oblivious. There were 
other items in this branch of the performance which are best left 
unrecorded. 

— feature, however, of the whole business, is the inter- 
polated remarks of the attendants and showmen, and they are not 


’ of a choice or translatable character. 


On the whole the Hotel of Death, or the Cabarct of Nothing- 
ness, is certainly a blot upon civilisation, and a sign of national 
decadence which will appal any healthy-minded or cleanly-consti- 
tuted individual. 

— — 


MATRIMONIAL MISERIES. 


THERE was, after all,a grain of method in the madness of the 
wag who once said that we ought to he allowed to take our wives, 
like sewing-machines, for a “month on trial.” Much misery, law 
costs, cheap newspaper copy,“ and even bloodshed might have 
been thereby avoided. Still, tardy as the British are in most 
matters of reform, it may come some day. 

Gossettstigg-Smith married in haste, and, inasmuch as his 
circumstances compelled him to place his whole household 
arrangements, or let us say his digestion as well as his affection, 
in ee hands of his wife, he made a rather hopeless muddle 
t. 


For months he groaned under puddings that wouldn't rise, and 
jellies that wouldn't set ; equally dissatisfied at her changed life 
was Mra, G.-S. ; 

“Eliza Ann,” he would remark in the bitterness of his heart, “if 
these were only the days of the Arabian Nights, and a good geni 
came to me and promised to gratify my dearest wish, what do you 
sup) it would be?” 

* How should I know?” 

„How, indeed! But I will tell you. I should wish that I might 
once more eat a properly-cooked stcak-and-kidney pudding, such 
us my mother used to make.” 

Be i very interesting! And do you know what J should 
wisi 

„How should 17“ 5 

“ How, indeed! But I'll tell you. I should wish that 1 might 
once more wear a properly made dress—not a twopenny-three- 
farthing rag that I was compelled by my husband's niggardness to 
make at home—such as my father used to buy me!” me 

Then a painful silence, only relieved by the grateful hissing of 
the boiling kettle on the hob, would come over the meeting, and 
John Henry Gossettstigg-Smith would refrain from “ wishing“ for 
the rest of the day—that is, wishing ” aloud ! 


— — 


A HARDLY NECESSARY ASSURANCE. 


Policeman, Well, my little man, did you see that done? 
Boy. Please, sir, it wasn’t me, sir. 
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BEHIND THE SCENES. A MYTHOLOGICAL NOVELTY. THOSE AWFUL BARBERS! 


“The Earl? Pooh! he's a regular old josser!” Dora. And what are you going to be in the Tableaux, Captain? 
Bed dear, you should show mere respect for his The a Haw—dashed if I can wemember now—haw—something 
dyed hairs,” classical, don't you know. Apollo defying the lightning isn’t it! What? 


“Hany hot! the heyebrows, sir?“ 


28 3 0 Sloper at be cst apa to reecive 
A USEFUL BABY. Bens i gute anil 
TOOTSIB'S FRIBNDS. 


21 


(1) “ Dear me,” cried the neighbours, “isn't it dreadful! That poor (2) But Spindthriff, with artful mien, might have been observed at 
Mra. Spindthrift has actually got a baby i and that wretch of ahusband the local carpenter's ordering a plain, stout box, two feet by three, with 
of hers can't keep her as it is. Why, it means absolute starvation!” u slit in the top and an inscription—“ Baby's Money-box.” 


W — 


No. 440.— Miss L. Hm. 
“ My one ambition now—to gain her heart.” 


* 


, , ~The Dook Snook. 
(3) And when visitors called to see the baby and commiserate with (4) And lately Spindthriff seems to dress smart d indul “ f ” 
poor Mrs. S., he called attention to the box in such a pointed manner, 8 in a hi 3 of drinks. This may be 3 a conse! eee Jue ome woe ot sop Bob. 
that, really, you know, they felt compelled to contribute! Then, again, it may be the box! “Ever my thoughts, love, flow to thine and thee.” 


—The Hon. Billy. 


A, 


, ,, Z 
. Z, K, . 
— — 1 > = Z aah 
EZ — 


1) There's a fine :thing,” roared McSnatchum, „some mean (2) “ A'll give him something for hisself,“ he con- 3) “ Meeni digging 
beat digging his ain grave on’ doin’ me oot o's legitimate job.” tinued, ashe bounded blindly fon the digger. a grave, buds the Deel dipping nem back door nts Bonne Seaton. 
H 


a 
LP. S.—lIt was only McNab making a pit to bury his dead whisky bottles.—Ep. “A. 8. H.-HOLIDAY- 
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Ta . Poor Porpose, . 
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Bobmie- QUR WEEKLY WHIRLIGIG. Arc. Exc ib v N 


The latest Budget, you'll agree, A fairly good one proves to be :—The hapless diff rence to the trade :—The Socialist has proved by test, That music soothes his 
fish no rest they gave, Until they drove it to its grave :—They say that the Botanic savage breast. Excitement led him so away, A fine and costs he had to pay.— 
Show Is really splendid—you should go :—A lot of fair ones ats a bid, For some That's my little lot this time, ladies and gentlemen. See you all in your places 
of that three hundred quid :—The oyster scare, Tm told, has made A lot of next ask: I hope. Au revoir /——THE SLOPERIAN SHOWMAN. 


Pic TURE 


—ůĩů——— OUR “FORWARDS”—VERY! 
REMBRANDT 
‘SoS 4 


AN UNWILLING PADEREWSKI. 
Mrs, Rogers. Wonderful head of hair that boy of 
yours has got, Mrs. Prodgers. 
Mrs. Prodgers. So e us, mem; but, lor! it'll never 


“Wot's that, Arry — pother of them remnant be of no use to 'm,—the way e neglecks is pianner 
sales?” is suthink shameful! Wild orses won't make im 


am practise! 


“At Steward. Can't [ do anything for you, sir, you 

ny , Mr. Brown, you think I am a Jew because seem very ill? 

yng onas. But I am a Welshman, like wenger, No, thanks, I'm—er—doing splendidly. 

wy name is Levi J But I am a Welshman, lik Pas No, thanks, I’ loing splendid! 

Jour‘; My name is a corruption of Lewellyo . 1 you better look after some of the other 
* e last kick of the season. ws who aren't much of sailors 
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ALLY-CAMPANE. 


—— 


EVERY congratulation to talented Miss Clo Graves, w 

farce, A Mother of Three, has scored such an 3 
the Comedy. 
Not only 
has the 
authoress 
hit upon an 
exceedingly 
novel and 
3 
e 

has worked 
it out with 
consum.- 
mate tact 
and skill, 
carefully 
avoiding 
the many 
pit-falls 
which the 
rather risky 
nae ars of 
e — 
sented, — 
elevating 
her play 
ae oe 
ea 

standard of 
genu 4 ne 
comedy. 

There is not à dull moment in this delightful work. The 3 
is replete with clever and witty linea, and the interest in the story 
well sustained to the very eud. The farce has the inestimable 
advantage of interpretation by‘such clever people as Miss Fanny 
Brough, to whom too much pale cannot be awarded; Mr. Cyril 
Maude, Mr. Felix Morris, Miss Rose Leclercq, and that inimitable 


“slavey” impersonator, Mi 
brilliant tri ough: „ Miss Ams Goward. Truly a great and 
s 


“FREDDY,” said the kind ana good father who h 
wisely but too well, as the dutiful — tucked — 411 — .. 
blankets, “Freddy, I'm—er—hic !—dyin’.” After a painful pause, 
Won't you take a sandwich, sir?” s the dutiful son 
sympathetically. “No, sir, I will not” replied the kind and 
father ; „but 1f—hic!—I'm alive in tbe mornin’, I'll have a bit of 


that ‘am for my breakfast.” Three hies. a longed snore, and 

curtain, This is a perfectly true story. The . 

isan M. P., and the dutifel son is cathe ihe Eind'and good 2 
6 


PREPARATIONS for the India and Ceyion Exhibition, at Earl's 
Court, are prucecaing at express rate, and the big show will be all 
ready for opening next month, 
when A. SLOPKR and other 
illustrious individuals will 
perform the inaugural cere- 
mony. a the many 
attractions will be a Belvedere 
Tower, nearly 200 feet in 
height. The Tower will have 
two passenger lifts and several 
balconied storeys, and the tor 
platform will accommodate 
about one hundred persons. 
It will be illuminated by a 
lighthouse lamp of 4,000,000 
candle power. ALLY will 
bring his own night - licht. 


= 
THE O'er-Moss-Grown has 
this day bestowed the “ Award 
of Merit” upon Mrs, Max- 
WELL DAViS, because she's a 
i authoress. 


di- um of Maxwell Mayne? 
"Cos if 80, you might take me 
down to Brighton by a cheap 
hexcursion and interdooce me. 
In my leisure moments I've been reaain that little book of ‘ers, 
Under the Hills,’ and I have come to the conclusion she'll float 
on the surface. There's ginger in er writin’, and there's a sort of 
essence ut Liebig, feyther, in what she describes, which es me 
feel that she’s it the bull's-eye, so to speak. Compared with your 
own bally rot, it's like“ But here an indulgent parent fairly 
caved in, and a handy and decayed banana whizzed through the 
air with lightning rapidity. Landing on the r signal of 
Alexandry with a flop, a temporary silence was o „ and 
the family sat down to evening prayers. 
ss 
a s 

THE “ Sloper Warrant” has just been conferred upon Messrs. 
A. 5 Bro., of 3 These gentlemen have been 
appointed Cigar reer, feat to the Eminent, and judging from 
thelr „Half. Holiday“ brand, they richly deserve the distinction. 
It es a whiff, and no kid! 1 


THE Middlesex in Drury Lane, ot ner wise the Great Mogul, is not 
what the gilded vouth would call a “ 05 hall. is — net 


han oung men, and 
the South e "lions 


them. It isalways packed 
from floor to roof, and 
there is ever a rattlin 
2 . woul 
noc! off some 
other places we wot of, 
and one that invariably 
commends itself to the 
huge audience. ALLY 
ueezed in there theother 
night and enjoyed an hour 
or two's There was 
a host 1 5 art . on tap = 
Arthur Port, Marie Lioy 
Brothers Poluski, and 


the cco com 
dian as the subject of his 
weekly sketch. 


; s 
WE fear The Sin of St. Hulda is hardly likely to make the 
; bury. A curious mixture it is of the 
Speen yh drama; but we shall be 


fortunes of the 
“religious” and “woman with a past” 


able to say more of it perhaps later on. 
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SLOPER’S DANCING ACADEMY. 
SIGNOR SLOPERINI THINKS IT RIGHT TO CAUTION LADIES 
AGAINST SPURIOUS IMITATIONS. THERE is OXLY ONE 
SLOPERINI; THERE is ONLY ONE PINKTITE VILLA. 


No, 6.—Lady Hilda Ermyntrude Despigney, in “The Butterfly 
Flap.“ At first the 3 coughed a bit at the costume, but 
when the Signor ¢xplained that it was the thing, she readily gave 
wav. Thie step will completely knock out skirt-dancing. 


“WHO WOULD NOT DYE FOR ENGLAND?” 

Last week we sent to Campbell’s Dye Works, Perth, 

A trusty representative, to learn 
If an alarming rumour brought to birth 

Were true or gro He, on his return, 
Reported that Re was hugely wrong— 

he Campbell firm had not resolved to take 

The title-words of Austin's latest song, 

And of those words a business motto make ! 


— — 


OUR LOOP LINE. 


absolute 4. 
dream of taking the train, unless we are very, very tired, or 
sprained an ankle or something; it gains its support from the 
ignorant and the unwary. Sometimes, when the weather's bad, 
and there's no inducement for strangers to visit the country, we 
locals don't see the train for days together, and our children anid 
domestic animals wander about on the line, the former scaling the 
signal . and the latter dozing in the interstices where the 
gravel fallen away from the 12 

She came rumbling along the ot day, and two strangers sat 
in her only passenger waggon, a composite of tirst, second, and 
third class. Of course, we all won who they were and where 
they were going, but 3 sufficiently interested to stop the 
— and ask ‘em. You could only tell she was going by fixing the 
e on roadside objects; and presently one of the strangers puts 
head out o’ the window and calls out to the 8 

“ Now then, old man, tell your driver to put steam on a bit, will ye!” 

“Oh! we're 15 plenty fast enough,” says Bill Barker, the guard. 

“Are we? I should ha’ thought you'd broke a piston-rod or 
busted the boiler, or 130 

„Oh, a the machinery's all right,“ said old Bill,“ but we've got 
a‘tind.’ Just after passing Lower Chaffleigh we found a prime 
fat old sow asleep by the side of a’ engine-hydrant, and we pull 
up—didn't yer notice it?—and woke her up. Accordin’ to the 
company's bye-laws she belongs to us.” 

That's no reason why this train should go so bally slow.” 

40h, indeed! You seem to know all al it! Ye see, we're 
bringing that sow along to Burnop ; got it tied on behind here, and 
it ain't used to bein’ led, and can't walk over the ties very well. 
I'm doin’ all I can; got the brakeman walkin’ behind an’ proddin’ 
it with a’ umbereller out o' the Lost Property Orftice ; but if you 
think we're goin’ to get up speed an’ tear the head off as good a pig 
as there is in England, you're mighty mistook, that's all. 


‘TWAS AT A FANCY BALL. 


Sporkins, So long as I look the character, I don't mind. 
[He is supposed to be Richard of the Lion Heart, 
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OUR LADY’S CORNER, 


CONDUCTED BY LaDy Dowpy, 
— — 


In compliance with the request of numerous readers, ue hee 
determined to devote a corner to the requirements of ‘oy, |" 
subscribers, and in order that the information may he 
practical, we have secured the services of a well-k 
2 who answers similar queries in some of the best. Kd, 

jes’ papers, All inquiries must be directed to Lady Dowdy." 


Daisy.—You must have put it on too thick. Violet pon“ 
should always be used dry, and not made into a paste. 80 . 
you like our paper. es 

HOPELEss FANNY.—Oh, yes, pimples have been removed, ¢, 
from the tip of the nose. ry a course of Sloper's Pill. 
then write again and let me know how you get on, oo! 

TANGLED SKEIN.—It is quite simple, and 1 am sure yon ui 
able to do it, if you will only follow my instructions, © Fuld 10, 
material in three, and cut bias down the middle. Then ba-. 
well with passementerie, and hemstitch with te 

Trim with beads, braid and bangles, and serve hot. = 

Youna HOUSEKEEPER. — You have my sincere sympathy, f, 
your task of making both ends meet in a six-roomed hou. 
on only £500 a year, must indeed be a difficult one. Suppow 
i= employed a French chef in the place of your woman cο 

have heard that they are wonderfully economical and ner. 
waste anything. Cételettes ale Financier are made as fo}loy.. 
per a sheep. Cut off your cételettcs, and put the remain. 
on ina little water to make gravy. Take a piece of butter ti, 
vize of a lump of chalk and sufficient flour, add a spoonful «i 
pepper, a cupful of salt and a glass of water, mix in the ust 
way, and arrange in stripes. rep each ecételette in a five pound 
note and fry. If you wish this dish to be especially chic, yo 
may wrap them up in ten pound notes, 8 

Uskrur JEXNY.—It is one of the simplest things in the world t“ 
make a drawing-room sofa out of an egg box. Bully your gro 
until he gives you an egg box. That saves sixpence. Cautioy.); 

take it to pieces, being particularly careful to keep all the 0 

he are sure to come in handy some day. Then cut; 

broomstick into lengths for the legs, and get the nearest car. 
penter to fasten them on for you. Of course you can do it yoy. 
self, if you choose, but I find they don't come off 30 soon whey 
they are attached by a man. with Art muslin, 11d. 

yard at Jones’, urnament with brass-headed nails, 8d. à dozen n 

Smith's, and cover the hard places with brocaded silk dow, 

cushions, only 478. 64d. each at Brown's. Cover any bare place 

with blacklead, and shine up. 
Lapy Downy, 


— — — 


SMART CHILD, THAT! 

“THERE isn't in all the world another such a pretty little fox 
as that,” said Baby May's father, one morning, as he stooped 1) 
caress a tiny pink and white foot, thrust out trom a little whi: 
nightgown. “Oh! yes, there is, popsy,” was the little one's reply 
und thrusting out tlie other foot, she added,“ Here it is, popsy. 


lalx 


TERRIBLE AFFAIR AT PADDINGTON. | 


—_—_- 


CHE 
AC 


Porter (to the Hon. Miss Darey, who joins the Chomondhies 
Hounds . train). This way, mum; Rummle's Circus, spe 
platform, 


— — 


SUPPLY AND DEMAND. 5 

AT a certain fashionable seaside resort which, as it does 
matter one single jot to the story, shall be nameless, certainly du 
of the Posie sights ever since we can remember has bert! 
troupe of performing fleas, shown in a small pavilion on the pi: 
We have often wondered how the professor, who puts tha 
through their antics, manages when he loses one or two of the 
by death, accident, or through their taking a fancy to a promi: 
looking visitor, whose appearance might lead them to cure’ 
that he'd blood enough to support a hale flea for the rest u! © 
“natural,” without requiring it to work for its daily bite. ; 

The other day our curiosity was satisfied: in a small tavern in! 
back street, in which we taken refuge on catching sight «'! 
man who, we knew, wanted to tell us all ke knew about the . 
and Suburban, we came across the professor and an exceetins: 
dirty Italian. As they talked rather loud we couldn't help cc 
hearing: “1 must have four by Friday,” said the professor, 2 
if they're healthy and strong I'll give you the old price Ihre 
pence a-piece—for em.“ Sarl 

“Itta no good, no good,” responded the outcast from Naj!ts 
shrugging his ragged shoulders, “ t'reepence all righta in villes 
badda weather, but I not catcha ze ileas for t reepeuce in summa 
when ze sunshine.” a 

„Well, I shan‘t pay more, wnether you take it or not. 

“Suita yourself. Me plenta fleas at home—fourpence a 
but no pay me hunta flea for t reepence: more mou! 
maka ice-cream vanille |" 

That was quite enough: we fled. 


— — 


INDECISION. 1 

“Ir I could only peep into the near future—into to-morrow 
would decide me!" send girl? 

There was a momentary cloud of anxiety on the begutiſul 84. 
brow, and, standing there in the gathering twilight on the pri" 
incomparable Brighton, her eyes rested upon the waves lar 
beyon the bar. 

Only into to-morrow!” loved 

Still gazing aimlessly ahead, she raised her beautifully, . 
left hand to her exquisite mouth, and bit nervously at the eee 
The colour faded from her cheeks, but the splashing billows”, 
gave her no answer. A few moments by, and she sern 
form some resolution. ; ioc! 

I will,” she said to herself presently, despite all the warn 
Ihave had—I will! If it upsets me, { must get over it 15 

And, with her mind thus bravely made up, she turnen , 
sought out the favourite shell-fishmongers, where, defy 185 er 
digestion, she literally revelled for twenty minutes in deville 
and bottled stout. 


piece 
ies bY 
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CHUCKS. 


(A RoMANCE or THE RAIL.) 
— ͥ — 


E 
N ks Was crus! again wit! commonp . He 
cir nl Miss Sprotehley would have at least admitted the fact 
at it was a tine day, and then he would have ventured to 
mark that the climate seemed to suit her, or something equally 
effective. But 
she had neither 
admitted nor 
denied the asser- 
tion. She had 
merely asked “ If 
anyone had said 
it wasn't a fine 
day?” He was not 
prepared for such 
a develo t. 
True, he might 
have retorted 
that he thought 
che such a 
faraway look, 
that s might 
not have known 
it was a fine day. 
But then he did 
not think of that 
retort tillan hour 
or two _ after- 
wards, and in his 
heart he con- 
fessed such a 
retort was more 
calculated to 
further freeze 
the lady rather 
than to thaw her 
to that geniality 
for which he 
longed, 
zut the longest Iane must have a turning, and it is always 
dest before the dawn. Chucks'’s opportunity was to come, and 
at the moment it was least expected. 
It was on a Thursday afternoon, It was on Thursda 
t Mixs Sprotchley had the solitary half-holiday o 
tv. Then it was that she laid aside the austerities which are so 
ry to the proper conduct of a railway station bar by a lady 
rmaid, and blossomed out in private life and a neat sealskin 
let. tight-fitting gloves, and a natty hat. 
c s sighed as he saw his divinity approach. Per the 
ex heard that sigh, and, like cruel fates who are always having 
fun out of unhappy mortals, desired to further fix his chaina, 
1 it may be 17 possible that the much maligned fates 
dew nothing about the matter. Anyhow it happened. The shoe- 
ing of Miss Sprotchley’s left shoe had, unknown to the lady, 
dome unfastened, and in her joa past Chucks she put her 
ht foot on the end of the string. Her next step was abruptly 
pped in mid-air, and Miss Sprotchley would have fallen, and 
ht possibly have damaged her lovely nose, but for the fact that 
ready-ininded Chucks deftly caught her and directed that 
kin into the centre of his neckerchief, and in an instant Miss 
8 was steadied in the brawny arms of the able - 
ucks, 
lies Sprotchley said “Oh!” 
1 hope I haven't hurt you?” said Chucks, in tones which might 
ve rivalled the oiliness ot his former occupation. 
Oh! no,” said Mies Sprotchley, with a mile, which sent 
ucks into the seventh heaven of railway-station rapture. “ But 
ally bez your pardon.” 
‘Don't mention it,” said Chucks, “don't mention it. It was a 
rided pleasure, I assure you,” continued Chucks, gallantly. 
vou are very kind,” murmured Miss Sprotchley. “ Very kind; 


as afraid I might have hurt you.” 
Hurt me? Bless you, not nt all. I'd be glad if you'd chuck 
4 I'd catch you with 


nirself off the top of the railway station, an 
sure, 
"Yon are so strong, but I am afraid that would be rather risky 
both of us. I am glad you saved me this time at all events.” 
low did it happen? Orange peel?” asked Chucks. 
“No, my shoe has come undone ; | trod on the end of the string.” 
I'll tie it for you,” said Chucks, instantly. 
‘Not at all; 1 Ul go back to the refreshment room.” 
die said Chucks, as he dropped on his knees, It's no 
duble at all.“ 

second later Miss Sprotchley's left tootsie peeped shyly from 
wath the skirt of the Sprotchley walking costume. Chucks 
duld have kissed the shoe in his glee, but his caution restrained 
n. The Trilby mania had not yet been epidemic, and kissing a 
ly's foot on a railway station platform might have been looked 
us eccentric. As it was, Chucks took as long to tie that shoe- 
ing as he possibly could, and his only regret in the midst of his 
ss was that there wasn't a gorgeous thruugh-guard on the plat- 
n to witness his triumph. 
Nut he could not delay the operation for ever. He paused as he 
mpleted the first fold of the string and asked if it was too tight. 
"It is nice,” said Miss Sprotchley. 
hucks thought it was, and wished that it could last for ever. 
t it couldn't last for ever. He finished off the shoe-string with 
brat double loop and stood once more erect. 
‘sain Miss Sprotchley smiled and said, Thank you.” 
hucks was in raptures ! 
(To be continued next week.) 


Asked if it was too tight, 
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a 
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TIT FOR TAT; 

OR, ANGLING FOR ANGLERS. 
‘ny descriptions lately appeared concerning a fish which augles, so to speak, 
for other fish whereon to feed.) 
‘CH of the Angler-fish we 
read, 
Very curious fish, indeed; 
pr he. selecting snares aud 
baits, 

tiuny friends in secret 
units! 
ith sundry kinds of artful 
stares, 
drops upon them una- & 
Wares ; 
en uses them for many a 
dich. Fish! 
is Cannibalistic Angler- 
hanks to his bait, 
IH tills his plate, 
Nie imag n fresh and salt 

1— 


Nut free from blame 
He runs his game, 
All @ la mode Izaak Walton. 


There's danger, though, in this, methinks, 

For soon this fish may try his jinks 

On good Waltonians of renown— 

Especially if they're not“ persed down.” 

If one, say, in the stream should flop, 

This Finny Fiend may on him drop ; 

Thus poor Piscator, with a swish 

May then be hooked by the Angier Fish! 
Wao with his bait, ete. 
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THE EDITOR’S LETTER-BOX. 
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19 VicToRIA PLACE, WESTBOURNE Grove, W. 
April 13th, 1898. 

Dear ALLY,—The “Award of Merit” has safely arrived, for 
which kindly receive my heartfelt thanks. I have hung the same 
in my ancestral domain, where it will for ever remain a family 
heirloom. Yours to a cinder, 

GeEorce Humpureys, F. O. S. 


— — 


CITUAISHUNS I HAVE LEFT. 
THE RECKERLEKSHUNS OF ELIZABETH Mirrixs (“GENERAL”). 
CHAPPTUR TEN. 


Kno suner had the missterryus and unknone strainger disser- 
peered than i began tu feal dissattysfyed at the tarsk i ‘ad under. 
inikun. The thort that sum wun be trifulin with the madun 
afeckshuns of the yung lady flited akrorse mi brane and korscil 
me tu hessytait. But the k in mi hand sune brort me tu mi 
censis. It wos tu lait now tu refvoze, and i wood ‘ave dyed 
rarther than av betraid mi trust. 

But it wos not til the nex mournin that 1 kood find a opper- 
chewnitty of slipin the noat inter Miss Maitland's ‘ands unsean bi 
the wochful gaise of the teechers. The graitful luk wich she 
karst at me as her ise fel on the writin wos verry grattyfyin, and i 
menterly vowd that i wood not beetra her. 

That nite, as i wos lyin awaik thinkin of orl the swete thin 
Alfrid had korld me the prevyus eavnin, the dore opuned siluntly, 
and a figer orl in wite kame sorftly tuwords the bedd. I wos just 
on the point of givin vent tu n pearcin skreem of orer wen it sed 
„sh “ and i sor bi the febul raise of the mune that it wos Miss 
Maitland. 

“Don't be fritened, Elizabeth,” she ses, speckin orlmost under 
er breth, i've ony kum tu arsk xu tu du me a grate faver.“ 

“Ennythin tu erblige yu, Miss,” i sex, also speckin sorft. 

“Thank yu, Elizabeth,” she arnsere, graitfully ; “i knu yu wood 
‘elp me, yu ‘ave sich a good-nachered faice. I dairsay yu wil ‘ave 
gesed that the yung gentleman whu gaive yu that noat is in luv 
with me, and. i am v fond of im tu, but mi ar won't 
heer of our bein maried bekos deer Klord is so pore. That wos 
whi mi parpar sent me to this horid skule, whair i am wotched 
and garded like a priserner. I am not alowed to post or reren ve 
enny letera, so i want yu tu be swete enuf tu taik this wun tu the 
adres on the enverloap and bring bak a repli. Yu will du it foar 
me, Elizabeth, won't yu, and ile giv you harf a soverin tu bi yore- 
self a nu at with !” 

The recitle of the pore yung ereecher's misfoarchunes ‘ad 
orlmoast muved me tu teers, and i reddily promysid her mi ade. 
With a fu 1 werds of grattychewed she presed the leter intu 
mi ‘ands and departed as siluntly as she knim, levin’ me tu think 
wot n luvly dreem of a ‘at i kood bi with the fiftean shilins i ud 
got from ‘er and ‘er yung-man. 

Elizabeth,“ i ses tu miself, as i lade mi hed at larst on the 
abot „Elizabeth, if thair is menny moar of the yung ladys of this 

tablishment in luv, yoar forchune is maid.” 


(To be continued next week.) 


AND BOBBY CAUGHT IT SULTRY. 


Bobbie. If I was you, Mr. Smith, I shouldn't keep those fowls in 
the house at all. 

Mr. Smith. What d’you mean? I don't keep fowls in the house. 

Bobbie. Well, I heard father tell mother you were dreadfully 
henpecked at home. 


— — 


A WAITING POLICY. 


In Spring the young man’s fancy lightly turns to thoughts of 
love, basen g 6 on the Sunday and the Monday 
any poor, broken-down, ramshackled old omnibus seems to be 
thought good enough to pull out and put on the Kew and Rich- 
mond road to earn a few shillings. The most dilapidated caravan 
we ever set eyes on—sane knifeboard, or protecting rail to the 
eee along past Turnham Green, recently, and there 
was only just room for oue more outside.“ 

A jolly rtly old gentleman emerged from the little row of 
houses wh rdens . down to the river, and known as 
Jerrystucco Terrace, and yelled out to the conducior of that bus. 
But as it didn't stop—as a matter of fact it was 10 minutes’ work 
to start the off-side hogs again when the shandrydan was loaded 
he put on a beautiful spurt and jumped on behind. Then, with the 
a ility of a seventeen-year old he started to clamber 1 the near- 
side ladder, but, alas! the addition of his weight to that already 
on the old shebang caused her to swing so suddenly that he was 
flung off into the muddy road. 80 

ne il be a law-courts job for you, guv' nor,“ he groaned, as 

they lifted him up with a badly 1 5 ned ankle. “There ought to 
be a protection mil, which would have prevented this.” 
„Ive always told the guv'nor so, admitted the conductor, but 
he's a rare bloke for economy, is the old un; and he decided as far 
back as 87 that he'd wait a-while and p'r'aps some navy-plug 
tobaccker firm, or some liniment manufacturer would put it on for 
the privvylege of aving their advertisement on em!“ 


— — 


A HAPPY IDEA. 

ONE of Tootsie’s friends painted a picture, and said, “That's a 
picture I did myself; it's eke of fruit.“ “ Yes,” said Tootsie ; 
* but I don't see the fruit.” ‘Quite so,” replied her friend. You 
see, 1 didn’t think 1 could do the fruit so well as the basket, so 1 
put those boys in, who have stolen it.” 


HUNDREDS AND BOM eE Nee: 
LATIN Synonym for Matabele : Multa-bella, 3 
LATIN Motto for the Khedive . “ Zimcen (Son) da naaa“ 
“HUGH-MAN Documents.” — The MSS. of Rev. Hugh Price 
Hughes. ee a 5 
How should the public show its appreciation of Röntgen By 
hoo-RAYS8. 
Wy hasn't the Queen's Bounty been sent round to A Mot her 
of Three. at the Comedy? 8 
BREAD is the staff of life. That's why it “ares off hunger. 


135 


THE ROOKSCROFT GHOST. 

Mr. BriGGson was very justly proud of Rookscroft Manor. It 
was a fine old place, with ivy-covered walls, embattled towers. 2 
minstrel gallery, oak-panelled walls and mullioned windows—the 
very place for a business man who had made his pile, and desired 
to play the country squire. Brigg-on had accumulated his oof 
in the soap boiling trade, and now that he had snecessfully sold 
out to a limited company, ; 
was painfully anxious to 
sever all connection with 
“shop.” The Herald's 
College speedily found 
him a respectable pedi- 
gree, 133 of ances- 
tral riggsons soon 
decorated the walls, and 
the fortunate B. settled 
down to enjoy it all 
comfortably, 

As we have said, he 
was proud of Rookscroft, 
but prouder still was he 
of its reputed ghost. 

here is something so 
thoroughly aristocratic 
about u family spectre. 
Briggson made a lot of 
fuss over that ghost; 
he bragged about it con- 
aay: and those of his 
City friends whom he had 
not felt it necessary to drop, had the history of the phantom, its 
habits and peculiarities, almost by heart—the ghost, in fact, was 
the principal feature of Rookscroft Manor. and no visitor to that 
ancient and hospitable mansion was ever allowed to leave without 
a distant glimpse of the shade—or, at least, before they had heard 
it wail, and its wailing was quite a speciality. 

Briggson was therefore not a little indignant when young 
Wilmer expressed himself sceptical on the subject. Wilmer was 2 
young barrister with a scarcity of briefs and n secret passion for 
charming Ethel Briggscn, to whom, as a matter of fact, he really 
owed his invitation. 

“No one,” said the host, pompously, “has slept beneath this 
ancient roof and not heard or witnessed our family ghost.” 

0 Belly 1“ laughed Wilmer, as he threw away his cigar stump. 
Let us hope I shall be equally fortunate.” And wishing every- 
body good-night, he left the smoking-room for his allotted chamber. 

For an hour or more he sat reading over his bedroom fire, but 
was bn undressing when a long and piercing wail that echoed 
awf N the gloomy corridors caused him to spring to his 
feet. In a twinkling he had whipped out a revolver from its case, 
and noiselessly opened his door, just as n second and still: more 
harrowing shriek resounded through the building. 

For a moment or two Wilmer peered into the gloom; then the 
moon emerged from a cloud, and at the same instant a ghostly 
figure 1 from an angle and advanced towards him. Wilmer 
raised his weapon, took steady aim, and drew the trigger. Flash! 
Lecer, a st ly human yell, and the Briggron family spectre fell 
writhing in a heap upon the floor, 

* e * * * * 

“Thank goodness you haven't killed the fellow,” said Mr. 
— an hour or two later, after the hastily-summoned doctor 
had dressed the sufferers wounds and declared there was no 
danger. “Thank goodness you haven't killed him or the whole 
xg A must have come out, and 1 should never have lived down tho 
chaff. I may as well admit I paid that valet of mine to play the 
ghost, and very well he did it, too; but he's not likel 
the job on again after this experience. And now may 
not to give me 5 ym 

„ Certainly, sir, if I can induce you to give someone else away.” 

“ Who's that?’ 5 

“Ethel, your daughter -at the altar.“ And Briggson said it was 
a bargain. 


to take 
ask you 


— — 


CLEANED OUT. 
“THE days of my peace of mind are o'er!” 
He moaned as he piped his eye : 
“My of mind will return no more!” 
And, in pity, I asked him why. 
“So many pieces I've ta en,“ said he, 
“ Of my wife's mind, uncomplaining, 
That there really cannot within me be 
Any peace of MY mind remaining!“ 


— — 


HARDER LINES STILL. 
8 eee eee does not sing as well as she did three 


years bY does uot? What n shock it must be when a 
singer discovers that she has lost her voice?" “It is still more 
shocking for the listener when she does not discover it.” 
—— 
THE SLOPER RELICS. 
(Continued. ) 


No. 13—Tin WHISTLE, Jzw's Harr AND CONCERTINA ON 
WHICH SIR ARTHUR SULLIVAN COMPOSED “THE Lost 
Cnonn.“ 


These Relics, unique of their kind, were presented to A. SLOPER 
by the gifted composer on his last birthday. It is said that General 
Booth was much chagrined at this, as he offered a fabulous sum to 
Sir Arthur Sullivan for them for the use of the Army. Indeed, 
it is whixpered amongst the lads and lasses, that these curios were 
the indirect cause of the split between the General and his dutiful 
von. In consequence of the General going home to ten in a deuce 
of a temper, when he found that the instruments were lost to him 
for ever (for once in the famous museum, there they remain till 
doom’s crack), he flung the muffins about, and slung the bohea 
all over the shop, and generally behaved naughty. When his son 
remonstrated with him, he told him to go to blazes, and thereupon, 
his offspring took down his cap and tambourine from their 
accustomed pegs, and, bidding his good lady put on her bonnet, 
started straight off to Chicago. With these instruments Sir Arthur 
composed The Lost Chord.” A. SLOPER has tried the beautiful 
melody on each of them. He thinks it goes best on the Jew's harp. 
(Tu be continued.) 


F. O. S. PORTRAIT GALLERY. 


—— 


. 426.— Mn. Epwarp Mosi r, F. O. S. 

believe the somewhat cranky old fossil, 

sed the greater portion of his career in a tub, 
nsible for the remark that if he had not 


jogenes he would have been Alexander. 
; and if the gentleman whose portrait 
k enriches our gallery had not been a cele- 
entist, he would have licked creation as an 
artificial limb maker. Our hero wields the 
nts of torture appertaining to his profession 
ch success, but obtained undying fame end 
ard of Merit’ for the skill with which he 
artificial leg for a little lady canine, rejoic- 
e euphonious title of The idger. Chiefly 
remarkable veterinary achievement he was 
F. O. S., and the coveted Diploma presented 
uly 27th, 1895."—Debrett Improved, 


RUS BOB'S HAD TEA WITH. 
net at a Covent Garden Ball, and the usual. 
n to tea was the result, For nearly an hour 
e appointed time, the silly child was on the 
of her flat looking out for him, and in a rig 
that would make most men’s hair carl. Bob 
his tea so much that he wanted to stay fur 
be 


» is bearing nway the ghastly evidence of 
ious guilt, but he is not Eugene Aram the 
He is only little Raphael Binks taking 
rejected. 


1in’, Jones. Can you tell me the time?” 
bout time you paid me that 450. Dear 
I not know it was so late.” (Bolts. 
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age: 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


THE SLOPER FAMILY AT DIFFERENT PERIODS OF THEIR LIVES. 


Stony Stafford, where the 
painting from which the 
above is taken may be seen. 


No. 13—THEeE Doox SxOOk. 


AGED 21.—His Grace, 
one Boks Hoapirer ouch 
was e Humphrey, 
whom he often dined in 
his younger days, does not 
hoast of riches like his 
brother noble — he of 
Westminster; still, his 


his aristocratic nose 
witness. On his coming 


of age he inherited a 
m of some mag - 
nitude. 


AGED 45.— But he was not 
worried with the cares of a 
large estate for long, the mort- 
gece 8 ity. foreclosing. The 

noo sa great ron 
of the turf. About this 3 
he pure the celebrated 


Esq. 


AGED 60 (MORE OR LESS).— 
His commission as Deputx- 
Lieutenant of the 8. L. R. V. 
is purely honorary, the ener- 
etic commander, Col. BLO ER, 
leaving nothing for his officers 
to do; consequently the Dook 
elects to wear a unitorm on 
Review days more becoming 
his rank than one of actual 
warfare, 


THE REASON WHY. 


PRESENT Day. — Like his 
noble friend, Lord Bob, he isa 
7 of the Drama, When 

is lordship is otherwise un- 
avoidably engaged, and Miss 
Tootsie Sloper is resting, his 
Grace delights in taking the 
vivacious young actress to the 
play and other places of amuse- 
ment when the free list is not 
suspended, 


The Rector, Well, my little man, and how is it I haven't seen youat Church lately? Not been well. eh! 
The Kiddie, No, sir; father won't let me come now, cos I always stick pins in him when he snores. 


hinks 
even m tra-special, double- 
barrelled ps $ fascinating wink 


ain't fete 


99 Shoe Lane, Fleet Street, E.C.—Saturday, April 25 18 


(Saturday, April 25, 1696. 


C 


Vol. XIII. 


That gal 
‘erself! Why, 


“Well, I'm ee! 
hex 
paten 


t 


er!“ 


ae 
5 


Lardi Longsor. No, I've not the 
slightest obiertion to the New Pho. 


tography. There's nothing about aT om 
q 5 . ver 

me I don't want people to see with the lord 
Refreshment Room 


Sir John seemed g 


S55 — 


„Didn't you think Mrs. Robin. 
son's dress a bit too low?" “Yes: 
I feared when she stretched her 
neck to look at the performer. 
that she would fall out of it alto- 
gether.” 


(1) Leanboy 1d 
ring. Exer enone 
Tees with m. 118 ‘ 7 


